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admittedly, he is treated with the easy condescension shown to
pettifogging attorneys by stage aristocrats. Eva may have been
a bit of a loose fish, but, for all that, Florence and I sincerely
regretted her absence, knowing, as we did, that as a small girl
in a Paris suburb, she had played on a balcony with Augustin.
Not that she ever spoke to us of those days. Florence, doubtless,
had questioned both mother and daughter, though in such a
way as to conceal from them the interest we felt in the young
man, and, in any case the two women had had so adventurous
a life that the episode of Augustin's father was unlikely to have
left much of an impression upon them. I was particularly
careful not to provoke remarks which would only have put a
drag on the secret working of my imagination. Eva wore her
hair short, and nobody, looking at her, would have guessed
that she would never see thirty again. She had a thin, sallow
face, with elongated, tired-looking eyes and a bitter, greedy
mouth. We were for ever trying to probe into her past, for to
us she was like a mirror in which we hoped to see reflected the
beloved features of one now dead. That was why we felt a
certain degree of affection for her, the woman who, as a little
girl, on a suburban balcony, had once, to the accompaniment
of twittering swifts and grinding trams, played with a small boy
called Augustin.
A week passed during which I waited on tenterhooks for
catastrophe. Each of my sister's liaisons had a way of calming her
mad moods and temporarily steadying her, and those periods
were the only ^ones when I could sleep without having night-
mares. In between I can scarcely be said to have lived at all.
The state of feverish excitement to which the companionship
of Madame Etinger provoked my sister, appeared to me to be a
fruitful soil for tragedy. On the Friday following that lady's